WATER      U N D E R      THE      BRIDGES
when one was still young, so as later to be able if possible to stay
nearer home. Yet I was sad at leaving, and was inspired by my
feelings to one of the few bits of verse (I would hardly call it poetry)
which I ever wrote.
I had left St Petersburg in April, and after a holiday of some six
weeks I started for Tokio in May. The day before I left London I had
two wisdom teeth extracted. The dentist had told me that he was
afraid that in the time during which I would be under the effect of
laughing gas he would only be able to extract one of them. I begged
him, in view of my departure the next day, to try to rid me of both of
them. It was touch and go, but from his point of view he just failed,
though from mine he succeeded. I came-to just as he was drawing
the second out of my mouth and I bit his thumb to the bone. When
I recovered my senses he was bleeding and swearing equally profusely,
and I have always felt that my involuntary act was a poor return for
his kindness in successfully ridding me of both nuisances.
There were three available routes to Japan—by land via the Siberian
Railway, by sea via the Suez Canal and India, or by sea and land across
the Atlantic, North Amerjca, and the Pacific. I decided upon the
third, largely because I had made great friends in Russia with the
family of the American Ambassador, George von Lengerke Meyer.
He had left St. Petersburg on being appointed Secretary to the Navy
in Mr. Theodore Roosevelt's administration, and on hearing that I was
going to Japan Mrs. Meyer had invited me to stop en route with them
at their country home at Hamilton, Massachusetts. I never actually
went there, as when I was in mid-Atlantic on board the old Mauretania
I received a radiogram from Mrs. Meyer from on board another ship
saying that she had had to leave suddenly for Europe, where one of
her daughters was dangerously ill. It was the very early days of
wireless and I felt quite important at receiving it. Crippen when on
his way to Canada had been arrested shortly before by means of
wireless, and I wondered if the other passengers, on hearing the
steward pass along the deck calling out "Radio cable for Nevile
Henderson," would think that I was a detective from the C.I.D.
I spent two or three days in New York, where I stayed at the old
Holland House. It was pulled down shortly after, and what I remem-
ber best about it was the dial in one's room with every conceivable
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